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	It Started in the Library

You see her in the library everyday. She sits quietly by herself as you talk to your friends, or study, or text your friends. You realize, OK, you've been staring for some time, and it isn't utterly surprising when Raven looks up at you from her Engineering textbook with a mocking look in her eyes and says louder than to your liking, " Clarke, stop staring." You draw your eyes away from the high cheekbones, intricately braided brown hair, and intense green eyes. You look at Raven, who is now looking back at her complicated looking text, and glare at her.

You draw your eyes back to the anatomy textbook, and try to concentrate on how pancreases work. Raven leans over you, clearly bored of some mechanical stuff she already knows, and grins.

"How long have you been crushing on that girl over there?"

"I'm not..."

"Yeah, she's pretty hot. I can see the appeal," Raven clearly catches your look of annoyance, and she shoots back to you, "Ugh, don't worry, Griffin, she's yours."

"Dude, no! I don't like her, I'm just... staring into space."

"Yeah, totally," Raven turned back to the book, muttering something about bolts and nuts. You glance back over at the girl and then you go back to pancreatic diseases.

Octavia enters after a while, holding her computer and a messenger bag, and shoving past you tiredly. You and Raven have been sitting in silence for awhile. You're not sure if you just don't want her to mention _the_ girl again, or if you've just been unusually focused. Considering the blankness in your mind about the pancreas, it's probably the former. She sits, and you continue reading, and so does Raven.

Half an hour later, you've moved onto the gallbladder in the hope that you do retain all the information about the pancreas. Your book is just as boring now as it was thirty minutes before, and you watch Raven and Octavia sit, quietly. Raven's now murmuring under her breath about engines, and Octavia's typing is speeding up, in the way you know it does when she gets an idea. The comfortingly familiar sounds of your best friends drown out the stepping sounds you should have heard.

"Hello?" A soft voice says near your ear, and you turn abruptly unsure of who this sudden stranger is. When you spin, you're faced with the most gorgeous green eyes you ever seen, and you stutter out an answer.

"Uh... hi?"

"Hi, I'm Lexa. Can I, um, sit here? Some loud people sat next to me, and I need to concentrate," the beautiful girl (_Lexa_, you remind yourself) says to you.

"Yeah," you sputter out as you move your bag and sketchpad.

It becomes a thing, Lexa sitting next to you, sometimes Raven and Octavia are there, and sometimes not. Raven seems to have learned her lesson, and she doesn't remark on your "crush." Of course, that crush, or as you'd rather put it, infatuation, hasn't faded away. Lexa's closeness to you (not emotionally, physically) has just made the want grow inside you, and she's smart and kind and beautiful inside and out. And sometimes, when Raven and Octavia are an obvious no show, you just sit and talk. Those are the times you find yourself looking at her lips, imagining the feeling of kissing her, the feeling of her underneath you, or on top of you.

Today's one of those days, and you're talking about Christmas. You're animatedly speaking of how you and Raven and Octavia are going home, and going to have _so _much fun, and you almost think she glances down at you lips. But of course, that can't be happening, and that didn't happen.

"That sounds great. Anya and I are staying here," and suddenly you feel bad. You've learned the past weeks that she doesn't have the best home life, and you lean over to give her a hug. Lexa's not terribly touchy. She prefers to shy away from affection, something you learned over the week as well, but she seems to lean into the hug.

You lean away, and she glances down. Maybe it wasn't your imagination about that glance earlier. Or you're hallucinating this whole time. Your rapid thoughts run through your head, and you feel an urge.

Lexa leans, and you lean, and your lips meet. It's everything at once. It's heat, and cold mixed together, it's lightning and angels reaching Earth, and you never want it to stop. You smile into the kiss.


End file.
